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I tried to peer into each one of the three thousand faces that filed through the gate. Barbarka was not among them Finally the hinges of the gate squeaked loudly and the doors closed.
Another transport came. Again we could find neither Barbarka nor Mr Stamslaw's family On the other side of the train I heard a German gendarme fire three shots. Probably someone had tried stupidly to run away Later, alongside the tracks, I saw a woman's body with'a bullet wound in her back She lay with her face down, her arms outstretched The small body of a bov was curled up at her feet.
That day I saw German trucks bringing into the camp a part of die supplies from the American planes that had apparently fallen either in Piastow or in \\lochy, a few miles beyond the reach of the Home Army in Warsaw I also saw a truck carrying some airmen in leather jackets and helmets, with their hands behind their backs, but the vehicle passed by too quickly for me to count the number of prisoners it he&L But 1 felt sure that thev were Americans
The next day Soviet planes bombarded the camp A single German was killed and seventy-two Polish women from Warsaw The success of the Soviet effort, from our point of view, seemed very questionable We could not understand the wisdom of bombing an objective which was by this time well known as a distribution center for the non-combatant population of the capital
The event provided a heyday for the German propaganda experts. They sent a car with a loudspeaker through the length and breadth of the camp to make sure that everybody heard their message. The speech they fed us was short and to the point
"The Poles' choice of allies has never failed to amaze us/* was the way the broadcast opened "Here you threw yourselves into the aims of England, America and Com-